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What Fools These Mortals Be! 


FE are for Hoover. 

If the war lasts 

long enough for 
him to carry out the 
ideas that he has pro- 
mulgated we are not 
only willing to pay 
our share of the war 
but will cheerfully 
chip in for a statue to 
Hoover. Not that 
there is anything star- 
tlingly new in his sug- 
gestions. When you 
wake up in the middle 
of the night with an 
acute attack of colic 
and send for the doctor 
and his medical nibs 
tells you, “Ah, ha! 
you have eaten some- 
thing that disagreed 
with you,” and charges 
you $5, there is noth- 
ing startlingly new about it. 


That’s only $1,000 apiece for all of 
us during our lifetime. We not only 
can save it in eating, but we'll all 
have a longer lifetime. 

Hoover’s idea is that we all eat too 
much, that our meals consist of too 
jumbled a mess and that we would 
all be better off if we eschewed some 
of the things that we like best. His 
job, of course, is to help win the war 
by reforming our eating weaknesses 
and vices. But, leaving’ the war 
aside, let’s just consider if it isn’t a 
great thing for us as a nation to have 
some food-sense squeezed into us. 


E usually eat what we like to eat 

until we get sick. Then we 
start in eating what we’ve gol to eat. 
After we’ve dieted for a while and 
begin to feel better, the first symptom 
of returning health is a craving for 
the thing that made us sick. When 
we have entirely recovered, we usually 
eatitagain. This time, to be sure, we 
eat it somewhat sparingly—just to 
prove to ourselves that we are normal 
But, sooner or later, the doctor comes 
in, and the performance begins over 
again. 

What a pity it is that animals 
cannot laugh. Think of the fun that 
all the horses and cats and dogs in 
the world are missing. Perhaps, 
though, they are amused in their own 
Way. 

Now along come a lot of college 
boys who are eager to achieve fame 
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You sort of suspected it yourself. 
long as we cannot have sanity in everything that we do, isn’t it rather 
satisfactory to have a Director of Sanity in at least one particular? 

If the war is going to cost a hundred billion dollars—pooh! What of it? 


- — _ - 
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Hoover’s Favorite HisroricaL CHARACTER 


But as 
possibly be recorded. 


Hoover Hints 
by Wuo? 


N baking a cake that calls for two eggs, break each egg in a 

separate dish. If you break one egg on top of the other, you 
may not be able to distinguish which was the good one. 

Try mixing a little coffee grounds with your husband’s tobacco 
when he isn’t looking. He doubtless will smoke less, although he 
probably will drink a little harder. 

Serve fish with a lot of small bones in it. Your guests will have 
to eat so slowly that they will think they have had considerable. 

Do not allow egg stains to remain on your shirt front. It is 
considered a vulgar display of social position. 

Try one cocktail before dinner instead of four. The novelty of 
being able to tell what you’re eating may appeal to you. 

County fair boards will refrain from having greased pig races 
this year. Grease is too valuable. So is pigs. 

Split pea soup makes an ideal war-time dish. If you are very 
skillful, you may be able to split the pea three ways. Pea split 
tings may take the place of corn huskings in the rural districts. 

If you upset the salt, don’t indulge that old superstition by 
throwing any of it over your shoulder. Throw it over your potato. 
If you haven’t a potato, rent one. 

All fat should be either “present or accounted for.”” Women 
who reduce will be eliminating “an awful waist.” 

Fashion has been quick to realize the situation, and the edict has 
gone forth: ‘“‘ Economize — in materials.” In order to save cloth, 
women still cling to tight skirts. And the tight skirts, it is to be ob- 
served, reciprocate. There isn’t a woman in America who doesn’t 
stand ready to sacrifice several inches of her skirt in this great cause. 

The saving of shoe leather is another movement in which 
women have taken the lead. They will go so far as to take a taxi 
to economize in.this respect. Better a man down in the mouth 
than a woman down in the heel, to quote from the prophets. 

Always light a fresh cigaret from the stub of the one you are 
just finishing. True, you will smoke all the time, but in this way 
matches may be dispensed with. 

And, finally 

Don’t SPILL THE BEANS! 


in football, or a base 
ball team that is out 
for the pennant, or a 
lady that desires to 
reduce her measure 
ments. Without the 
slightest hesitation 
they select the kind of 
food that puts them 
into the best physical 
shape. It is no secret. 
They never consult a 
doctor. It seems al 
most an instinct. And 
they invariably reach 
their goal. They are 
in perfect physical con 
dition. And then what 
happens? 

The football lads 
return to their pie, the 
baseball players to 
their beer, and the 
lady to her caramels. 


It’s the silliest manifestation of the human power of choosing that can 
Everybody knows it. The only kind of fool among 
us who is worthy of honor is the pie or beefsteak-eating qaampion. He, at 
least, carries his folly to a lofty pinnacle. 


‘TH cure for food-folly lies in 
no particular fad. Every man, 
woman and child honestly knows what 
is best for him, her or it. If we only 
take the trouble to think about what 
we are eating, instead of eating the 
particular dish that we are thinking 
about, we'll never have any trouble. 

Along comes Hoover. He's going 
to do the thinking for us. We are 
all on the eve of entering upon a 
course of training that will put us 
into splendid physical shape. We're 
for Hoover. 

The only drawback to it all is that 
the moment the war is over you'll see 
a mad scramble for soggy bread, fat 
meats and puddings. ‘The dear, old, 
human race! 


“ Much edified were they 
But preferred the old way 


We" are weak. We—this is the 
US the breast 


editorial love 

of a duck, roasted rare. And juicy 
And fragrant. We admit that it is 
too rich for us. It does us no good 
whatsoever. The boys in the trenches 
can digest it. We, cooped in our 
office, cannot. We relinquish our 
duck. We stick to oatmeal and boiled 
fish. They are much better for us 
We thrive. We also feel patriotic 
But, oh! the memory of said duck! 
Nevertheless and notwithstanding, 
we're for Hoover. 
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Woodman, spare that tree; In youth it sheltered me, 
Touch not a single bough— And I'll protect it now. 
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| & the first place. 
The boss. 

Is a short man. 

With an awful grouch. 

And in the second place. 

Harold Burns. 

Who was our office boy. 

Was a tall boy. 

And he always smiled. 

And just a week. 

I'rom the very day. 

That he got the job 

His voice. 

Started to change. 

And the boss would call him 

And he’d say. 

“Ves sir.” 

In a high soprano. 

And “I’m coming.” 

In a deep contralto. 

And “Right away sir.”’ 

In a tenor. 

And “Here it is, sir.” 

In a bass. 

And the first time he did it. 

The boss. 

Had an idea. 











Gee 
The Boss with a Grouch ~—4y K. C. B. 


‘ 





He was being kidded. 
And said. 





And the next day came 
And Harold came. 
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And a little while later 
The boss’ buzzer. 
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And Harold said. 
“No sir. 
“T can’t help it. 
“My voice is changing.” 
And anyway. 
Always after that. 
The boss hated him. 

* * * 
And then one day. 
A band went by. 
With “Over There.” 
In a blare of brass. 
And we all looked out. 
And marching troops. 
On the street below. 
Filled all of our hearts. 
With whatever it is. 
That ‘‘Over There.” 
(nd marching troops 
Put into our hearts. 
(nd filled our eyes. 
And we all went back. 
To our work-a-day desks 














And whispered to me. 

He was going to quit. 

And called the boss. 

“A great big stiff.” 

And I went in 

And told the boss. 

That we’d have to find 

Another boy. 

And told him why. 

And all he said. 

Was: ‘Go get one. 

“And get one. 

“With a voice that’s set 
+ * * 

In less than a week, 

Our Harold Burns. 

Came back again. 

With a uniform. 

And a permanent voice. 

\nd a light in his eyes. 

And his shoulders squared 

And he’d just come in. 

To say good-bye. 

And was saying it 

When the boss came in 


‘ 














Buzzed its buzz. 
And I went in. 
And he wanted to know 
If the boy outside. 
Was our old office boy 
And I said he was. 
And he asked me then. 
To send him in. 

* . * 
And that day noon 
One Harold Burns. 
An office boy. 
One week before. 
And his erstwhile boss 
A short stout man. 
With an awful grouch 
Ate lunch together. 
And then shook hands 
And said good-bye. 

* * * 


And here in the office 
The boss and his grouch 
Live on 

And thrive 

And make life [$%—& 
lor the new oflice boy 
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A Feminine Conundrum 





by FREDERICK 
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1t—No One Expects Her to Deciwoe Orr-tann 2—Most Decipevty Not. Anp ww 1k Hat Dogsn’1 3—Wuy, or course, Sue Must Devote Time to 
Wuat To Wear. Go with THE Gown ‘ SELECTING 
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} ANOTHER Hat AND IF THE Gown Doesn't Go 5—Tuatr Har, Ir Takes Time to CHANGE THI 6—EVEN THEN You Coutpn't Expect Her to KNow 
WITH Crows IMMEDIATELY WHETHER 





7—Tuat Hat or Tuts Hat Is Berrer. Ir Takes S—ANbD Iv THE SHoes Don’t Matcu,—Poou! There's 9 —To CHANGE THE Suors. These Tinos Must Aut 
TIME. Aways Trt Be Done CAREFULLY AND Tuery Take TIMet 





10—THEN THERE’s THat Loose Wisp or Hair. [1 11—TAKING Time. ALL Tuts Is as It SHoutp Be, 12—Wuy Does Sue Ask Him tf Sut Has Kept Him 
Can't Possisty Be Fixep WitHovu1 BUT WAITING? 





























Why Caesar 


N grandest days of Ancient Rome 
Lived Mr. Caius Julius Caesar 
Who almost never stayed at home, 
In fact, he was a Gay Old Geezer. 


He used to’ paint the Appian Way 
Some seven different hues of red, 

You had to step with vim and pep 
To hold the rapid pace he led. 


He was the Roman Diamond Jim, 
The patron of the merry chorus, 

He loved to watch them, cute and slim, 
In costumes which were rather porous. 


But Caesar had one little stunt 
Which not infrequently arouses 
A fate malign—he loved to dine 
With various other Romans’ spouses. 


And once, with young Mark Antony 
Whose careless actions should abash us, 

He cabaréd with Brutus’ wife 
Accompanied by Mrs. Cassius. 


They said their husbands were away 

And all was blithe and gay and hearty, 
Till, just as dawn was growing gray 

The husbands came and joined the party. 
‘*Good evening,’”’ Mr. Brutus said. 
‘*Good morning,’ Cassius growled. 
Mark Antony and Caesar fled 

And all they answered was ‘‘Good Night!” 


In fright 


Mark landed in his limousine 

And swiftly went away from there, = * 
He cried, ‘You grab a taxi-cab, 

I haven’t any room to spare.” 


So Caesar hopped a pirate bus; 

‘Drive on,” he said, “it’s time to leave, 
Come on, let’s clear away from here!”’ 

The chauffeur nodded, ‘Gotcha, Steve!”’ 


Along the Appian Way they sped, 
The traffic coppers waved in vain, 
While Caesar wiped his shining head 
And hoped he’d catch the Paris train. 








He hears the snort of cars behind, 

He hears the yell that Brutus raises, 
“Oh, hit the trail!”’ is Caesar’s wail, 

‘‘Give her more gas and drive like blazes. 


“Oh spur this musty old machine, 
Put your accelerator on: 

I want to catch the six-fifteen 
That leaves beyond the Rubicon!”’ 


Their tires blew out along the route; 

“Drive on,” howled Caesar, stifling curses 
(The taximeter showed the sum 

Of seven thousand ten sesterces). 


They reached the Rubicon at last; 

“The Bridge is busted,” cried the driver, 
But Caesar chuckled, ‘‘In the past 

I used to be some fancy diver.”’ 


He throws aside his laurel wreath, 

He casts his toga from his shoulders, 
He gives a leap to waters deep 

And swims across, avoiding boulders 


“Hey, what about that taxi bill?” 
The Chauffeur loudly yelled at him, 

But Caesar laughed sardonic-like 
Remarking, ‘‘ You should learn to swim.” 


Stern Brutus’ car comes roaring up, 
But Caesar stands Across the wet, 
And Brutus glares and Cassius stares 
And each one swears, “Tl get you vet!’ 


Now history records the fact 
That after waiting years to pot him, 
One Ide of March beneath an arch 
They carried out their threat and got him 


The driver helped to do the job, 
His grievance was of long endurance, * 
And folks declare he got his fare 
4 From fallen Caesar’s life insurance. 


Of that we will not seek to speak, 
It goes with things that happened later; 
i It may be true, but rumors do 
Oo Not interest this here narrator. 


} ) 
at \, J Why Caesar crossed the Rubicon 
Aya — No longer is a mystery; 
A sary /Z If history won't back this tale 
Ob AY) y ; 


a So much the worse for History! 
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In the Good Old Days 


<iInG SoLomon TAKES His Famity Our. 
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Showing What a Bustling, Intellectual, Up-to-Date 
We 
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HE—(i. c., the Feminine)—Have you two 
good seats for tomorrow night? 
Hre—(i. e., the Ticket Seller, who can trace 
his ancestry right straight back to Job)—Yes, 
ma’am. Half-way back. 


Sue—Is that the best you have? Let me see 


them, please. Half-way back, you say? What 
does that mean in rows? 

Hre—Twelfth row, ma’am. 

Sue—That’s entirely too far back. You 


know you can’t HEAR at all well in this theater. 
If they’re the best you have, though Are 
these seats in the center or on the side? 

Hre—The side, ma’am. 

SHE—Oh dear, I NEVER like to buy seats on 
the side. Did you say they were aisle seats, I 
don’t remember? The last time I was here I 
had to crawl over SO many people. Still, when 
you’re on the aisle, everyone crowds past you. 
I had to get up FOUR times last week. 1 
kept count. Are these seats on the side on the 
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and 
New Yorkers Are 


You Can’r SEE 


Two Seats 


by BELL 


Anylhing From THere!” 


Being a Very Cross-Section of a 
Box-Office Dialogue 


SHE—On which end? 

Hr—On the side. 

SHe—And which side did you say they were 
on? 

Hre—The left. ; 

SHE—Oh, you can’t see ANYTHING from 
there. I wouldn’t have those seats, How far 


back will I have to go in the center? ITALWAYS 
prefer the center, 

He—Nineteenth row, ma’am. 

Sue—lIs that the VERY best you can do? 


end? Surely you have seats nearer the stage than 
Hr—Yes ma’am, on the end. THAT. Why that’s underneath the balcony, 
aw a~Wy), 
ee .. ine ae ; 2 Fest a 
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Rk Say 
Real Estate meticulous and trustworthy historians and 
archeologists, it was about that time that a 


N the beginning the Lord made heaven and 

earth. 

Then he made man and turned him loose 
upon the said earth. 

Man roamed the earth at will and found it 
beautiful and gladsome, until one day a certain 
anonymous shark in human form conceived the 
idea of: converting all the dry land and much 
that wasn’t dry into real estate. 

According to some of our most painstaking, 


large percentage of the troubles of the human 
race began and real estate is ascribed as the 
cause thereof. 
Furthermore, according to many of our 
most perspicacious and far-seeing prophets, 
the long-deferred millennium will not be 
an actuality until the said human race gets 


rid of its real estate and comes back to 


earth. 
But that remains to be seen. 
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Cosmopolitan People 





isn’t it? And you can’t hear a thing, ABSO 
LUTELY, you know that. Have you anything 
better for any other evening this week? And | 
want to ask you, is this a musical comedy or a 
regular comedy? I couldn’t teli from the adver 
tisement. The lady who is going with me 
doesn’t care for musical comedy, I don’t 
lieve she would want to pay this much for musi 
cal comedy, Could I return these tickets, if she 
doesn’t care for them? I never come to the 
theater alone. She’s out of town today, and | 
don’t know whether she’d like this show or not 
Perhaps I had better wait. But I’m afraid you 
will sell out. You do sometimes, you know 
You couldn’t lay these away for me could you? 
I suppose I had better take those seats on the 
side. What time does the curtain 

But at this point a strong man in the line, 
who had been holding the fifteenth position 
against overwhelming odds, became hysterical 
murmuring, as he sank to the pavement 

“Why don’t they give the dame a seat on the 
stage?”’ 


be 


Sight Unseen 

“T never buy anything without seeing it,” re 
marked the materialist. 

“No?” replied the optimist. “I do, I paid 
the Electric Light Company for a bunch of kilo 
watts this morning, and I'll be darned if I ever 
saw a kilowatt.” 

Ubiquitous 

“Why the hustle? The boss isn’t around.” 

“Sh-h, he’s got a periscope and dictagraph in 
his office.”’ 
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*Tired Business Men 


Jnward, Cf» £5 





It cannot be said that FLora RevVaees is afraid 
of her own shadow—even if Kawa Haic does 
draw a sword so valiantly in her defense 
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Juana SuHepard has only 
behold Torrota pe Vat 


gyrations set Messrs. Dil 
some $6000 per week’ 









to turn her head to 
ENCLA, Whose serpentine 
lingham and Ziegfeld back 





“So it is said 








A Night 


N Agamemnon Blathers’s trip to Europe 
I there is material enough for a full-fledged 

novel, These, however, are busy days and it 
all happened so long ago that we cannot afford 
to waste time, writing paper or patience on it. 
Still, it has a moral and therefore must be told. 

We met Agamemnon Blathers on the steamer 
going over. When we say we, we mean self and 
wife, Wife’s stories are never accepted by 
magazines so we let her in on ours, Agamemnon 
was short, very thin, side-whiskery and had 
trachoma. He was very quiet but tried hard to 
be friendly. We were sea-sick most of the time; 
his chair was next to ours and we had to listen. 

It seemed that there was a town on the map 
of the United States by the name of Gloria. 
It was five miles from the nearest railroad whose 
officials had steadfastly refused to build a spur 
to Gloria, It had suddenly become known that 
a wealthy man by the name of Brennan had ac- 
quired possession of the railroad and the lead- 
ing citizens of Gloria had decided to persuade 
Brennan to build the spur. Brennan was in 
Europe for the summer, So the leading citizens 
chipped in and sent Agamemnon across the ocean 
to see him and coax him to build the spur. The 
only reason they had for selecting Agamemnon 
Blathers was that his name 
sounded foreign 

“It was a great honor,’”’ the lit- 
tle man told us. “Greater than I 
deserve.” 

Incidentally he told us that he 
was a widower with seven children, 
a Presbyterian and liked cham- 
pagne because it tasted so much 
like cider. We saw him for a mo- 
ment in London and later on in 
Paris, When we reached Venice 
we found that he occupied the 
room next to ours 

“T have learned,” he explained, 
“that Mr. Brennan is due to ar- 
rive here in a few days so I 
thought it would be better to wait 
for him than to run after him and 
take a chance of missing him.” 

We invited him to dine with us. 
Shortly before dinner we left our 
room alone and met Agamemnon 
in the corridor. We walked down- 
stairs together. At the foot of the 
stairs we passed a striking-looking woman with 
most wonderful red hair. She might have been 
anywhere between thirty and seventy years’ of 
age. What was most striking about her, however, 
was the fact that she stared at Agamemnon as 
if he dazzled her. Her lips were parted, her eyes 
sparkled and her whole being seemed suddenly 
alert with suppressed emotion of some kind. 
Agamemnon, for his part, just gasped. At the 
table, later, when I happened to mention the fact 
that Mr. Blathers had encountered his affinity 
in the corridor, he looked up from his plate 
and, with fork suspended, remarked, simply. 

“T never dreamed that so beautiful a woman 
existed.” 

We remarked that there was material for a 
novel in all this. We could dwell upon the 
Venetian canals, describe the moonlight, lug in 
the music, gondolas, stars, etc., and analyze 
Agamemnon Blathers’s emotions. But we won’t. 

The next afternoon we saw him talking to her. 
That evening we saw them dining together. 
Madame did most of the talking. The feminine 
part of us was greatly scandalized and decided 


Guo 


by BERNEY LEE 
that we would not recognize Agamemnon 
thereafter. The next night we beheld Agamem- 


non waiting in the corridor, clad in a dress suit. 
It looked hired. Madame joined him presently 
and they left in a gondola. 

Here we really might be pardoned for bring- 
ing in a Venetian song and describing the Doges’ 
Palace by moonlight, just to mark time. We 
had nearly seven hours to mark. Because it 
was about 4 A.M. when Agamemnon returned. 
His return awakened us and we got out of bed, 
slipped into a bath-robe and went out into the 
corridor to see what it was all about. 

A tall, broad, strapping-looking man was 
half-leading, half-carrying Agamemnon Blathers 
toward his room. And, oh! but Agamemnon 
was a sight 

His dress-suit was caked in mud, his face was 
scratched and his silk hat was crushed into a 
shapeless glob upon his head. With anyone but 
Agamemnon we would instantly have suspected 












* MADAME WANTED A SYMPATHETIC AMERICAN TO STAND 
BY Her Duane a TryING INTERVIEW WITH 


THE Prime MINISTER” 


intoxication. It being Agamemnon, however, 
we were worried. 

“T say,” said the big man, “do you happen to 
know this chap?” 

Then Agamemnon struggled to his feet, shook 
himself loose from his escort and with a curt, 
“Thank you,” walked toward his door and beck- 
oned to me to follow him. The big man looked 
surprised for an instant, then shrugged his 
shoulders, smiled and walked down-stairs. 
The moment Agamemnon entered his room 
he threw himself upon his bed. I turned on the 
lights. And he told me his story. 

She spoke English perfectly. She had told 
him that she was the rightful queen of Italy. 
The kind had married her. The details were 
quite scandalous but everything was about to 
come out all right. The reigning queen had 
recognized madame’s claims and was preparing 
to move out of the palace. What madame needed 
most of all was a sympathetic American who 
would stand by her during a trying interview 
with the prime minister that night. Agamemnon 
was the man. He was American, sympathetic 





in Venice 


and would see that no one defrauded madame 
of her rights. So she took him to the palace 
where she was to meet the prime minister. 
As an honest fact Agamemnon did not know the 
difference between a palace and a department 
store. Madame took him to some house where a 
man in evening dress said, in broken English, 
that his Excellency would arrive in a few mo 
ments but that, in the meanwhile, he had put 
some champagne on ice. Agamemnon drank but 
one glass. It was good. It tasted exactly like 
sparkling cider. The next thing that was clear in 
Agamemnon’s mind was that he was lying in an 
open square in Venice with q tall, broad-should 
ered stranger leaning over him and inquiring 
what had happened. Agamemnon’s pockets had 
been rifled of every penny including his letter of 
credit and his traveler checks. The next thing 
that was clear was that the stranger, who spoke 
perfect English, had called a gondola and had 
brought Agamemnon to his hotel. Butwhat was 
clearest of all was that Agamemnon 
was going to leave Venice on the first 
train in the morning and hie him 
to the U.S. A. by the first steamer. 

“T couldn’t bear to see her face 
again,” he said, wanly. We ex- 
plained that there was little chance 
of it. We advised notifying the 
police but he shook his head. It 
was a closed episode in his life. 
We reminded him of Mr, Brennan 
and the railroad to Gloria but he 
shook his head. 

“Somehow or other,” he tried 
to explain, ‘I am a changed man. 
I wish to be alone. I have lost 
all interest in life. If you could 
lend me i 

We did. And we notified the 
police. And we stopped payment 
on his travelers’ checks although we 
learned afterward that all of them 
had been cashed by trades-people. 
We do not know whether Agamemnon Blath 
ers slept that night. We know that we didn’t. 
It was 1f A.M when he appeared, carrying his 
suit-case. We asked him how he was feeling. 

“That person who brought me home,” he 
whispered to us, “has been trying hard to see me. 
There is something very suspicious about him. 
In fact, I think there is something wrong with 
everyone who speaks English in this God-for- 
saken place. He was sent to my room three 
times under pretense of inquiring how I was. I 
don’t know what his game is but, thank heaven! 
my train leaves in an hour.” 

He was eager to beat it. He seemed afraid 
that the tall man might overtake him. He 
escaped safely. 

The tall man approached us that night and 
told us his side of the story. He had just arrived 
in Venice the night before—it was his twentieth 
visit—and had hired a gondolier to paddle him 
about until he gave orders to stop. He fell 
asleep in the gondola. When he awoke he felt 
stiff and landed at some square to stretch him- 
self. He beheld Agamemnon stretched out upon 
the ground. When he bent over the prostrate 
figure he heard Agamemnon say, “All right, 
Queen.”’ And he knew that it was an American. 
Incidentally he tried three hotels before he 
struck Agamemnon’s. He then invited us to 
have a drink with him. We told him our name. 
He bowed nicely. 

““Mine’s Brennan,” he said. 
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AFTER HIS WIFE HAD ASKED HIM A Hl NDRED TIMES WHY HE 2 AFTER HE HAD 1 NLISTED HE WAS DETAILED TO STAND GUARD 
DIDN'T DO SOMETHING FOR HIS Cot nTRY, HezeKkian Worner- OVER THE BRIDGE AT SPOONER CROSSING AND NOT LET ANY 
SPOON DECIDED TO JOIN THE Howe GUARDS. UNFRIENDLY ALIEN COME WITHIN A MILE OF IT, 





HeZEKIAH SOON GOT TIRED OF STANDING AND SAT ON” THI 1-—-IN THE MIDST OF HIS MEDITATIONS WHAT SHOULD HE SEE BU 
STUMP OF A LOG TO DECIDE ON WHAT COURSE OF ACTION HE A SUSPICIOUS-LOOKING CHARACTER APPROACHING CARRYING ) 
WOULD TAKE IN CASE AN ENEMY CAME ALONG. BOMB TO BLOW UP THE BRIDGE, 





Without AN INSTANT’S HESITATION HEZEKIAH SNATCHED ‘THE % -lr DIDN'T TAKE LONG FoR HEZEKIAH TO GET THE KALSER DOWN 
MASK FROM THE VILLAIN'S FACE AND. LO AND BEHOLD! 1 AND HE WAS SOON PUMMELING THE SPOTS OUT OF HIM, THI 
WAS NONE OTHER THAN K Ars ih Bia HIMSELF. kK Ast R ALI rH WHILT YELLING POR HELP. 





HEZEKIAH WOULD UNQUESTIONABLY HAVE HAD THE BEST OF I1 é AND THEN HIEZEKIAH WOKE UP! 
IF 
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VON HINDENBURG HADN'T COME RUNNING UP AND GRABBED 
THE VALIANT Home GUARD BY THE WHISKERS, 13 





The Mad Shepherd 
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“Raprare Assurance, AND—See Waar You’Li, Ger” 


Concerning 


ALWAYS picture the gentleman who gives 

you such gorgeous advice on the art of 

acquiring personality, as a little weasel 
faced scarecrow, who would burst into tears, if 
accosted by a stranger; just as I picture the 
dominant person who tells you exactly how to 
get rich, as the emaciated owner of a_ hall 
bedroom in a squalid side street, and the lady 
who exudes information on the subject of beauty, 
as the luckless possessor of unlimited warts 
and freckles. 

Every dramatic writer is fearfully keen on 
the idea of personality. It sounds so well, and is 
such a pleasant way out of it all. Whenever 
he hasn’t the scintilla of a plausible explanation 
why some particular actor scoresgso persistently 
with the audience, he murmurs ‘ personality.” 





“Acrors SHoutp THink WeLL or THEMSELVES” that I have. But if I got up on “Sut 


by ALAN DALE 


The same with the failure. Why does this or 
that actor fail? Oh, just because he lacks 
“personality.” 

It’s a baffling thing is personality. Come 
dians with personality can get the most asinine 
remarks “over.” For instance, De Wolf 
Hopper, or Raymond Hitchcock, or May 
Irwin, or Marie Dressler, can emit such a 
precious gem of thought as “look who’s here,” 
as an entrance speech, and you burst into fond 
laughter. May Vokes makes her appearance 
as the disconsolate slavey, and the audience 
yells before she has said one solitary thing. 

The nest day, critics remark abstrusely that 
the comedy was awfully funny and most 
amusingly written. IT have seen a whole farce 
depend on the personality of one of these come 
dians, and if T had read it in the 
solitude of my library, | know I 
should) have sobbed in utter 
melancholy. I saw a lovely little 
girl the other night in a musical 
show. She was so sweet, with 
ash-blonde hair (the sort that 
doesn't come in a bottle) a lissome 
figure, and the high-bred, limousine 
features that are so readily 
recognized, She was the fourth 
from the centre. | longed to hear 
her speak, and I did! She trotted 
up to the comedian, who was 
about to burst into song, and 
chirruped: “I’m the girl from 
the cabaret” or something o! 
that ilk. She spoke through her 
nose; her tones were flat and dull; 
her charm had gone; the audience 
littered; it was a peevish moment. 

Phat girl had come to the theatre 
in a nice motor, wearing lovely 
furs and coruscant jewels, but she 
had left her personality at home. 
I am quite sure that she had 
plenty of it at home. I know 


‘“*Personality”’ 


the stage, and—like De Wolf Hopper said 
“Look who's here,” I’m certain that nobody 
would look, and I dare say I should get off with 
the assistance of the stage manager. 

motional actresses with personality sway 
you in spite of yourself, You know that there is 
no reason on earth why a certain heroine should 
wallow in her iridescent past, when she could 
have such a cosy present. It is utter idiocy. 
She insists upon permitting villains to black 
mail her through three entire, tear-drenched 
acts, when all she had to do was to remark to 
hubby, as she was combing out her hair for 
the night: “Vive years ago, Jack kissed me 
when we thought we were alone in the conser 
vatory.”” Not) a word. She refuses to speak, 
because there wouldn't (Continued on page 21 





was so CunNnING ar Supper THAT Nicur” 


























WHen Hussanp 


On 


De 4ou object to being sneered at? If so, it proves that you are still 
in an unregenerate state. 

Of course, it is not contended that sneering does the sneeree any particu 
lar good, but merely that it does him no harm. If a man should hit you 
in the eye, that is very likely to do harm and you have a perfect right to 
object, but the casting of sneers is in a very different category. 

Anyone who sneers imagines himself to be superior to the one he sneers 
at, but it is impossible to manufacture true superiority by exercising the 
imagination. If he can get any satisfaction out of imagining himself 
superior to you, do not allow yourself 
to become excited and do not try to 
argue him out of it. Just show him 
your own superiority by smiling good- 
naturedly and letting him dream on. 

Of course, you know how utterly 
and absolutely inferior he really is. 

Of course! 


3eing Sneered At 


Not Conclusive 


Promoter: Look at the good chance 
our company has got. On the very 
next land to ours there is an oil-well 
doing 150 barrels. 

Prospect: In the next house there 
is a fellow who is doing 15 years in 
jail but that’s no sign that I will. 

Some men promise ‘to stop smoking 
after marriage without securing a 
similar promise from the girl. 


AND Wire Go IN FOR 





MAKING THE Best or Ir 





ART 


Costly Dressing 


Mrs. Washington Terrace consented to be interviewed 

“What? Dress on six hundred a year?” 

She made a wry grimace as she waived the question aside. 

“Why, I couldn’t dress my salads on six hundred a year,” she said. 


An 


The fair young fiancée said gushingly, ‘Oh, Henry, I can’t understand 
it! Why do you lavish this wealth of love upon me, when there are so 
many girls more beautiful and worthy 
than 1?” 

The literal young man thought care 
fully a moment, then replied seriously, 

“I’m blamed if I know!” 

And Henry doesn’t know yet what 
he was forgiven for an hour later. 


Life 


“Why don’t you try to manage that 
horse without profanity?” asked an 
officer of a cavalryman. 

“It wouldn’t do any good,” said the 
cavalryman. “It ain’t fair to this 
horse to ask it to start at its time of 
life to learn a lot of polite words.” 


Unconscious Confession 


Too Late in 


Tue Brive: I want a piece of 
meat without fat, bone, or gristle. 

Tue Burcurr: Then, madam, I'd 
suggest that you buy an egg. 
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Lombardi, Lfd. 


A Condensed Comedy from the Play by FrepERIc and FANNigE Harron 


od ( NE of the amusing comedies of the new season is “‘ Lombardi, 
; Lid.,” the story of a clever young Italian couturier, Trro Lom 
BARDI (Leo Carillo), whose New York atelier is the fount from 
which spring the style-creations of a master artist. Daisy (Grace 
Valentine) quits her “clerkin’’”’ job to become a mannequin in Lom 
bardi’s establishment, resigned to accept any fate in store for her 
so long as she can get a limousine and the costly furs that go with it. 
Her advances to Tito throw that impeccable young man into a panic, 
since he cherishes what he believes to be a very deep affection for 
PHYLLIS MANNING (Sue MacManamy), a show-girl. Trro’s indulgence 
for antiques and his abhorrence of dunning his fashionable 
clientele finally bring financial disaster upon the estab- 
lishment; Puy.its flees to California with a “man about 
town,” and, crushed under his misfortune, Tito finds that he 
really loves Noran Brake (Janet Dunbar), his assistant, 
and the actual backbone of his business. Riccarpo TosELLo 
(Warner Baxter), the “vermicelli king,’’ comes to the rescue 
of Lombardi, Ltd., marries Daisy, and brings the affairs of 
the atelier toa happy climax. Most of the humor is carried in 
the dialogue between ‘Tito and Datsy, in the former’s inimi- 
table Italian dialect. 



































































Daisy is making her initial tour of the establishment 
on her first day as a mannequin, and is in raptures over 
Tiro’s atelier. 

Tito (enters)—Who is this little girl? 

Murirt—This is Daisy, the new mannequin. Go on, girlie, 
speak to Mr. Lombardi. 

Trro—How do you do, my child? You have the beautiful 
hair. Turn around, if you please. Si, you are young and 
nice, and you please me. I hope you have a pleasant dis 
position, like Yvette and Muriel. 

Daisy—-What do you want me to do first, Mr. Lombardi? 
(She comes close to Tivo, and looks up at him coquettishly 

Tiro—Look, Muriel, she have a pretty smile. She is a very 
nice girl. I believe it. 

Warner ; , Datsy—Oh, I know a thing or two. 

Baxter Grace Valentine Tito (evidencing surprise)—No! 1 do not expect so much, All I 
as “ ask is the figure. Yvette, when some lady she come, you have Daisy 

Riccardo Daisy exhibit the costume. We try and see; she is a fine model to show off 

Tosello my creation. 

Daisy—Whatever you say, Mr. Lombardi. I came prepared to 

Harold Russell as make my way, and.I ain’t goin’ to flinch. 

Var Slrohn = Trro—Flinch? Flinch—’at’s a new word. I look him up. 

: Darsy--I mean I know what’s expected of us girls, and even if I 
st HUVITCCURACERE CRUE OEGOMNENRNALET was brought up refined, I’ve got to forget it and just carve out my 








career. 

Tivo (showing amazement, and dropping the brocade he is fondling. 
Turns to MURIEL and YVETTE)—Take her away with you! Don’t leave 
her here with me alone. 

Darsy—Oh, Mr. Lombardi, I’m so thrilled to be in such a notorious 
place like your studio! Think of the beautiful women who have been 
measured and fitted and pinned up in these four walls! (She sidles up 
fo T1ro.) Wm awful fond of brunettes; they’re my passion. I just 
dream of them. 

Tito (alarmed)—Passion, passion! (Retreats behind chair.) Dream! 
Ah, Dio! You give me the idea! (Brushes DAISY aside, runs about like 
mad, pulls ribbons and chiffons from bolts and tosses them in apparent 
disorder over the back of a chair. The effect causes him to shriek with 
joy, as he strikes a dramatic attitude.) 

YvettTE— Better come, Daisy; he’s off again. 

Datsy—Has he got a pain? 

MurieL—Worse, he’s got ideas. 


Leo Carillo 
“ss 


Tito Lombardi 


Y the second act, Daisy has donned the garb and assimilated the 
grand manner of the hardened mannequin. She is still unshaken 
in her belief that “him” dressmakers are a wicked lot, and is still 
ready to make any sacrifice that Tito exacts. 

Daisy—Say, Mr. Lombardi, do I suit you? 

Tiro—Si, you make good mannequin for show off my creation. 
Darsy—But you never keep me after office hours. How long does 
a girl have to work here before she’s kept after office hours? 

T1to—I do not work my girls like that. You go home 5 0’clock sharps. 
Daisy—Oh, Mr. Lombardi, what’s the use of puttin’ it off? What's 
got to be has got to be! I knew when I came here that I’d have to 
sacrifice everything. But I don’t care! I want to see life and get some 
swell clothes, and a limoosene and an apartment, and a career, You 























Don’t restrain yourself, Mr. 
Lombardi; let your true nature come out. I won’t shriek or scream 
An’ what good would it do, you’re so much stronger than me! 

Tito (puzzled)—What is zis you say, Daisy? 

Daisy—I think it’s wonderful the way you hold back when I know 
you’re just crazy to let go. An’ my, how han’some you are! Oh, Mr. 
Lombardi, take me to your arms! We won’t never get a better chance! 
(She flings her arms around him; T1To is petrified with fright.) 

Trto—Norah, Muriel, Yvette, Mollie—come quick! 

Daisy (with a strangle hold)—But I’m yours, don’t you understand ? 

Tiro—l don’t want you! Take off from me those arms! Me, I can’t 
get my breath! 

Daisy—You don’t want me for your sweetheart? 

Tiro—Dio, no! You little fool! What for you give me those scares? 
You wish to make these blackmails? It’s shameful you act these fresh 


mustn’t be afraid to tell me your feelings. 


ways. Me, I give you no encouragements! 
Daisy—I thought all employers expected it of us girls. 
Tiro—Diablo! what imagination! You are dreadful child. Go ’way! 


I not keep you here, 

Daitsy—Oh, please, don’t take my job away. 
love me, because I'd lots rather be good, 
things are so unexciting. 
going to be a riot! 

Tito (still much agitated)—These terrible American girl. No man is safe 
from her. She want to wear the pant, carry the checks-book, smoke the 
cigarette and have the experience. I think it’s getting not safe for any 
man ‘to hire the working girl. For me, | think pretty soon I hire 
for mannequin the chorus boy! 

Datsy—Oh, Mr. Lombardi, I didn’t mean anything. 
them movies false, sayin’ all employers is white slavers. 
you never had a white slave at all! 

Tiro—Me, I have never had even the white mice. But now, I 
have those palpitations. [| am so frighten with these upsets. Don’t 
never hug me some more; | do not like those perfumes you wear. Me, 
when I want to make lovings to somebody, I don’t choose you. 

Daisy (as T1T0 flees from her)—1 just know I'll wake up and find 
the movies was right after all. 


I’m awful glad you don’t 
I like it here, and I’m surprised 
Mercy, but shop-work’s dull. I thought it was 


Gee, ain’t 
I just bet 


THE third act begins with the affairs of Lombardi, Ltd., in hope 
less chaos. Tito is surrounded by his faithful force, who pledge 
him their loyalty, but he sees no way out of the difficulty. 


Triro—Hello, children. Me, I come so late because I make the 
stroll in those parks, for I hope I cheer up myself. But he don’t 
happen. 

Muriet—aAnd with all that swell sable and mink trade! It cats me 


why you ain’t a millionaire. 

Tiro— Me, I cannot understands these business, 
money she go, These fights, he is all out of me. I am just limp like 
those little jolly-fish. So much trouble, he has come out of those sky and 
fall on Lombardi; he have no heart for business. Only it hurt very bad 
that my work people must go. Where is Norah? 

Norau (entering)—You wanted me, ‘Tito? 


And who those damn 


Tiro—Norah, before the business, she go bung, | make you a gown for 
you. IL always wanted to do these thing for you. You have such good line, 


like those little cypress tree, and you wear only those drab, dull pastel 


tint. Me, Il am just crazy to take off from you these ugly dress. 
NoraAu—Tito, how shocking! 
Trto—Don’t kid me, Norah. ‘That is my poor English. Me, I design 


for you a duck from a costume. Dio, I feel these inspiration. I make this 
love from a gown for my sweet Irish Norah, and I call him “ Pegs from my 
Heart.” 

NoORAH 

Tito 

NORAH 
some day, 

Tito—Norah, today you speak so cold you give me the chill. Why 
you say such things? Do you not know what is this love? It break the 
heart one second, and the next minute it make it burst with the great joy, 
this love that burn and freeze and choke until you cannot see or speak, 
but just feel. 


I'd like to keep that gown for my wedding dress, ‘Tito. 
Why you think of wedding gown, ch? 
Why should you care? 


(Shows deep concern.) 
You understand, Tito, | must marry 


His Part 


JupDGE: The police say that you and your 
wife had some words. 

PRISONER: I had some, Judge, but I didn’t do? 
vet a chance to use them. GILLIS: 


WILLIS: The 





Groe. 





Without Costumes 


Revolutionists 
everything that the Czar had. 


Join the Russian ballet, of course 






Norau—Tell me some more. 

r'iro—At such a time the world, he seem to stand still, and only love is 
there. P 

Norau—And then, Tito? 


Norah! Me, I think 
All these years, I am so blind. | 
(Seises her with all the ardor of his 
race.) The big moment, I wait so long for him, and now, before I know it, 
he is here! (Bends his head and kisses her.) And now we start again, 
another shop, eh? And when we make success, you marry with Tito, 
eh? 

Noran—lIf I don’t, I'll be an old maid, 

(Enter TOSELLO and DAISY greatly agitated.) 

TosELLo— Shake! 

Tito— Daisy, Ricky, what is the meanings from this? 

ToseLLo—I said, “Shake.’’ Shake hands with your new partner! 

Tiro—Dio, make these explanations or I blow up like the bum 

ToseLLo—l've been to your bank, took up your note and deposited this 


Tito (draws her to him)—How sweet you are 
me, I am never so close to you before. 
never knew till now, Norah, it is you! 












Ruth Terry and 
Leo Carillo 


(Girace Valentine 


to your credit. (//ands Tito a bank-book I've decided to take $50,000 
worth of Lombardi, Ltd., and any time you get ready, you can kick your 
partner out 

Trro--Who tell you to do this? 
about me, 

ToseL.Lo (faking DAISy's hand) 
little bow to Mr. Lombardi. 

Tito——Me, I bet you are mos’ good friend from these worlds. ‘Today, 
I have the great inspirations; 1 feel like those cave-mans! (Tries lo take 
NORAH in his arms.) 

NorAu—But, Tito, I 

Tiro—-Don’t struggle, Norah, because I don’t let you go some more 
We gornow to those City Halls and get these marriage loosence. 


oe & 


I give order my friends know nothing 


My little wife to be, Daisy, make a 


Such Is Married Life 


“Archibald !” began his better half in angry 
tones, “my mind is made up 

‘Heavens!’ interrupted the 
that artificial too?” 


have taken 
What will he 


husband, “‘is 
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**None can afford to miss it-—all can afford to go."’ 


“CHEER UP!” 
at the HIPPODROME 


“Greatest Success Ever Known.”’ 


Management Charles Dillingham 
Staged by R. H. Burnside 


Seats 6 weeks ahead M at nee every day 
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JOHN BARRYMORE 
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A. N. Woods presents 


BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE | 


With BARNEY BERNARD and ALEXANDER CARR | 
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The Tarkington-Street Comedy 


THE COUNTRY COUSIN 


with ALEXANDRA CARLISLE 
MOROSC 45th St. West of B’way. Evenings 
at 8.20. Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.20 

Oiiver Morosco's Laughing Sensation 


LOMBARDI, LTD. 


with a typical Morosco cast 
NEW AMSTERDAM oe 42d St. Eves. 8.15 
*Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 
Klaw & Erlanger present the new musical comedy 
THE RIVIERA GIRL 
Music by Emmerich Kalman. Book and Lyrics by 


Guy Bolton and P. G.. Wodehouse 
After the Pla cra Atop New Amaterdam 
NEW ZIEG Mean Pl 
MIDNIGHT FROLIC of thes Worl 


30 Most Beautif 1 Girls in the World 


SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS 
IN NEW YORK 
WINTER GARDEN. + - Doing Our Bit 




















SHUBERT.... .. Maytime 
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MAXINE ELLIOTT’S. . Marj y be dl in Eyes of Youth 
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NON-INTOXICATING 


Ale 
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CH. EVANS & SONS. Estab. 178 786, HUDSON, #.Y. 
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[ne Doc: That’s funny; this is the first shooting-trip that master ever left me home 


That Honolulu Lola 
By Wititam F. Kirk 


[S dear old San Francisco on a night in early May 
A lot of gents and ladies went to see a vaudeville play. 
With rapture there all hearts did beat when on the lighted stage 
A lady dressed in shredded wheat did dance the latest rage. 
A painted Honolulu moon shone o’er her painted head 
As Honolulu Lola danced about with nimble tread. 
She hadn’t danced for very long before a wise old jay 
Arose in the first balcony and loudly he did say: 
REFRAIN: 
“Your name is Lulu Clancy! 
You left your Ma and me! 
You learned that fancy dancy 
On the beach at Mil-wau-kee! 
I’m glad that I have found you, dear, 
To take you home again, 
So wrap some duds around you, dear, 
And wiggle to the train!” 
II 
The crowd sat stunned and silent and motionless and numb, 
For oft one touch of Nature will make the whole werld dumb. 
The people viewed that parent then with many a kindly glance 
Except some dear old gray-haired men who wished to see the dance. 
Fair Honolulu Lola for a moment seemed to see 
Her parents bending o’er her on the beach at Mil-wau-kee. 
Her little mind was soon made up. She hurried right away 
To join her dear old father, who them words to her did say: 
REFRAIN: 
“Your name is Lulu Clancy,” ete. 
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Concerning “ Personality ”’ 


(Continued from page 16) 


be any play if she did. She pawns her diamonds, 
and all the family jewels, and her grandmother’s 
cameo brooch, to pay the blackmail, 

We accept it. The emotional actress makes 
all this lunacy seem sane, because she has her 
personality. Critics say that it is a great 
play. It isn’t. It is stupid, illogical, and false, 
but the leading lady has the power to “put 
it over.” 





Sometimes, a dear little actress has just 
personality enough to “put it over” the man 
ager. He grows awfully fond of her, and just 
because he is fond of her, he thinks that the 
public will be equally affectionate. He “stars” 
the dear little thing. She was so cunning at 
supper that night he remembers! The audience 
that hadn’t been invited to that supper is not 
at all impressed with the nice little lady. The 
audience laughs at her emotion, and weeps 
at her comedy. So do the critics. The manager 
is furious, and—there is much controversy. 

You see, the dear little actress hadn’t enough 
personality to go round, as it were. She did 
“get” the susceptible manager, but the public 
stayed cold. Later of course, the manager dis- 
covers that after all, she does lack personality, 
and that some other dear little girl has just 
what she lacks. And then it begins all over 
again. 

Sarah Bernhardt has stabbed and _ killed 
villains with hatpins—a most ridiculous weapon 

and the public has squirmed in horror. Let 
a novice try and kill a nice fat, oily gentleman 
with a hatpin, and you'll find the entire scheme 
metamorphose into delightful burlesque. Sarah 
knows how to do it, and to get away with it. 

Personality is really the art of getting away 
with everybody, and everything in an artistic 
way. It will make rank banality sound like 
Wilde epigrams, and Theodore Kremer blood 
and-thunder take on the psychological flavor 
of Maeterlinck. 


* * * 





Since writing the above, I have been to a 
personality expert, and have learned the whole 
secret of the thing. I'll give it to you, and you 
can use it immediately. This is it: ‘A man 
who carries in his very presence an air of 
victory, radiates assurance, and imparts to 
others confidence that he can do the thing he 
attempts.” 

There you are—you have the whole thing in a 
nutshell. Take your “air of victory” to the 
office tomorrow, and tell your employer that 
you want your salary doubled. (It wouldn't 
cost you any more with that “air of victory” 
to want it trebled, but it is best to start in a 
small way at first.) Radiate assurance, and 
see what you'll get. Note the position of the 
door, as a detail. 

Many actors do just that thing, but brutal 
managers talk of their ‘“‘nerve’’ and_ their 
unbounded “cheek.” However, that is probably 
because there is something wrong with their 
“air of victory,” and perhaps they radiate other 
things than assurance—things that sometimes 
seem to lend assurance, to say nothing of per 
sonality. 

Actors to be successful must first of all think 
well of themselves—which, I am bound to say, 
is an art that comes quite naturally to most 
of them—and then possess the power to make 
managers and audiences think the same way. 
That is not near: as simple, but with proper 
radiation it can be done. Actors must radiate 
they really must, and if the public insists upon 
believing that they have more nerve than 
personality, that is the fault of the public. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER | 
‘Its Purity Has Made It Famous.”’ 
50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 








The Instant Summons 


“Instant, through copse and heath, arose 
Bonnets and spears and bended bows; 


a. 


a 


As if the yawning hill to heaven 
A subterranean host had given.” 


The whistled summons of Rod- 
erick Dhu, the hero of Scott's “Lady 
of the Lake,” caused his Highland 
warriors literally to spring from the 
earth. Ere the echo died away, 
from behind bush and rock emerged 
the loyal and ready clansmen. In 
armed silence they awaited their 
chieftain’s bidding and typified his 
might. 


Today the Commander-in-Chief 
of our nation’s armed forces and the 
resources behind them, can, by lift- 

bing the telephone receiver, instan- 





TATED 


Statement of the ownership, Management, ete., required 
by the Act of Congress of August 24, 1912, of Puck 
Magazine, published semi-monthly, at New York, N. Y., 
for October 1, 1917. State of New York, County of New 
York, ss: Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the 
State and county aforesaid, personally appeared W. H 
Osgood, who, having been duly sworn according to law, 
deposes and says that he is the Business Manager of 
the Puck Magazine and that the following is, to the best 
of his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the 
ownership, management, etc., of the aforesaid publication 
for the date shown in the above caption, required by the 
Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 443, Postal 
Laws and Regulations, to wit That the names and 
addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editor, and 
business manager are: Publisher, International 
azine Company, 119 West 40th St., New York, N. ¥ 
Editor, Rudolph Block, 119 West 40th St., New York, 
N. ¥Y. Managing Editor, Foster Gilroy, 119 West 40th 
St., New York, N.Y. Business Manager, W. H. Osgood, 
119 West 40th St., New York, N. Y. 2. That the owners 
are: International Magazine Company, 119 West 40th 
St., New York, N. Y Stockholders: W. R. Hearst, 
137 Riverside Drive, New York, N. Y.; M. V. Hearst, 
137 Riverside Drive, New York, N. Y. 3. That the 
known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security 
holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more of total 
amount of bonds, mortgages or other securities are 
Columbia Trust Company, 60 Broadway, New York, 
N. Y M. V. Hearst, 137 Riverside Drive, New York, 


Mag-" 


taneously set in motion all the vast 
machinery of warfare, munitions, 
transportation and food conserva- 
tion. 


Like the Scottish mountaineers, 
the American people must stand in 
loyal readiness to perform any 
service in furtherance of the na- 
tion’s high aim. Such a spirit of 
co-operation and sacrificing of in- 
dividual interests can alone make 
certain the accomplishment of the 
great task to which our country is 
committed. 


Universal Service 


li . . AMERICAN TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
s AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 

& Stu syst . 

i JA One Policy One System 


W. R. Hearst, 137 Riverside Drive, New York, 
Arthur Brisbane, 238 William Street, New York, 
Lina Strauss, 27 West 72nd Street, New York, 
George J. Gould, 165 Broadway, New York, 
’. KE. H. Gary, 856 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y 
Samuel Untermyer, 37 Wall Street, New York, N. Y 
George W. Perkins, 71 Broadway, New York, N. Y 
James Speyer, 1038 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y 
4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the 
names of the owners, stockholders, and security holders, 
if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and secu- 
rity holders as they appear upon the books of the company 
but also, in cases where the stockholder or security 
holder appears upon the books of the company as 
trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of 
the person or corporation for whom such trustee ts actine, 
is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain 
statements embracing aMflant’s full knowledge and belief 
as to the circumstances and conditions under which 
stockholders and security holders who do not appear 
upon the books of the company as trustees, hold stock 
and securities in a capacity other than that of a bona 
fide owner; and this aMant has no reason to believe that 
any other person, association, or corporation has any 
interest direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or 
other securities than as so stated by him. (Signed) W.H 


ZZZZZ 
iL ated 





Osgood, Business Manager. Sworn to and subscribed 
before me this 28th day of September, 1917 (@EAL.) 
8S. B. Flaum, Notary Public, New York County (My 


commission expires March 30th, 1918.) 
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Travel where you will—stop at 
largest city or smallest way-station— 
you'll find Columbias ringing bells, 
lighting lanterns; operating buzzers, 
phones, signals ; running autos, engines, 
motor-boats, trucks and toys. Because 
they’re the same high-powered bat- 
teries wherever you buy them. 








NATIONAL CARBON CO., INC., Cleveland, Ohio 
In Canada, Columbia Batteries are made and sold by 
Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited 
Toronto, Ontario 


Fahnestock spring-clip binding posts, no extra charge 
\ : ‘ \. 
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Orricer: Halt! Where are you going ? 

New Recruit: Down the road to get 
some gasoline. 

Orricer: What, in that hat ? 

New Recruit: No sir, in the cans, sir. 


In the Wrong Key 


ARSHALL phoned home to his wife that 
he would be rather later than usual re. 
turning home that night, as he had to work 
overtime. 
At breakfast the following morning there was 
a stony silence, and Mrs. Marshall ate her 
breakfast without glancing up at her husband. 
‘Margaret, dear,’ he remarked at last, ‘‘ there 
is something the matter with that clock, It 
has stopped and I wound it up last night, too.” 
“Oh, no, you didn’t!”’ snapped Mrs. Marshall, 
icily. “‘What you did wind up was the music 
box, and when you came to bed at three o’clock 
this morning it was playing ‘Home, Sweet 
Home.’”’ 


Customer: Say, I ordered stove coal and you 
sent me nut! 

Coat DraLer: That’s our mistake. That 
load should have gone to the insane asylum 


‘The Suitor Scores 
A LAWYER, trying to serve his client by 
throwing suspicion on a witness in the cas 

in the course of his cross-examination said 

“You have admitted that you were at thi 
prisoner's house every evening during all this 
time?” 

“Vea. oe.” 

“Were you and he interested in any business 
together?” 

“Ves, sir,”’ answered the man unhesitatingly 

“Ah! Now, will you be good enough to tell 
us how, and to what extent, and what the 
nature of this business was in which you and 
he were interested? 

‘“Well, I have no objection in telling I was 
courting his daughter.”’ 





‘We don’t care to rent a nest in this 
neighborhood next season—after raising 
two families here the cat got them 
both!” 




















Discriminating Literary Test 


CusToMER—I want to buy some books. 

CLERK—Any particular ones? 

CusTOMER—Yes, ten feet of books nine inches 
high and twelve feet of ten inches high to fit my 
built-in bookcases. 


The Minority 


‘You never seem to have any pocket money.”’ 

‘‘No, The reason is, our home is run like Con 
gress. I’m the senate and my wife the house. 
All appropriation? of money must originate in 
the house.”’ 


Studious 


‘Does your son burn the midnight oil?” 
“T should say so. He's out joy-riding every 
night.” 


Never write love letters in which you call the 
girl Ducky, Preciums, Kissums, Snookums, 
Baby Mine, etc. If you don’t marry the girl, 
she’ll probably sue you for breach of promise. 
If you do marry her, she'll probably read the 
letters to you after a few years 





effect 


lov e-scenes 


a man of seeing 
at the 


Horrible 
many 


too MOVICS. 


‘Tried Both 

CoLoNEL: Well, what do you want? 

Hono: Colonel, believe me, [| am no ordinary 
beggar. I was at the front. 

COLONEL: You were? 

Horo: Yes, but I couldn’t 
so I came round to the back. 


sir; make ’em 


hear 


Ching Wong Long and Ching Fong Luey 
Started in to eat chop-suey 
They ate and ate until they died 


Did they commit ‘chop sueycide” 


Candor Compels 


“Please, mum,” said the new maid, as she 


appeared at the door of Mrs. West’s room, 
“when I bring the dinner in should I say ‘ Din- 
ner’s ready,’ or ‘ Dinner’s served’ 

“Well,” said Mrs. West, “if it’s like it was 
last evening, you had better say ‘Dinner is 
spoilt. ” 
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Complete 

In Solid Gold 
$75 * 

In 14 Karat 
Gold Filled 
$55 * * 





nounced—also Elgin Bracelet Watches. 
NATIOWAL WAT 


ELGIN 
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175. 


In Solid Gok {* ; 


“oO 
f, Q Q y , 
reaming CLrues of Lat Aas 


has brought the Elgin Company into the lime. 
light as designers of complete watches. 
Lord Elgin, the third of the series, is one 


of the finest and most distinguished of the Stream- 


line models. 


It is extra thin. 


The ‘‘close up’’ view at the left shows some- 


what of its distinctive personality—~every inch a 
gentleman's timepiece. 


Your Jeweler will enjoy showing you this new 
$75 Streamline, as well as the $25 and $50 Streamlines previously an 


Illustrated folders on request 


HM CO., ELGIN, U,S8,A6 
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CANNOT BURN 
OR EXPLODE 







Without injury tothe m 
delicate fabric or color ‘%, 


REMOVES GREASE SPOTS 
15¢25¢50¢ Bottles-All Druggtsts 
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Shoes made with ‘'F. B. & C.”’ 


WANTED: AN IDEA 
* 

Who can think of some simple thing to 
patent? Protect your ideas, they may 
bring you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed 


Inventions’ and list of Patent Buyers. 
Randolph & Co., Patent Attorneys, Dept.165, Washington, D. ( 











FOR » MEN QF BRAINS 


GARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 


white and fancy colored kid, are cleaned with Carbona Cleaning Fluid. 








A Famous War Cartoon 


by 


[outs FRaemae Ler Oe aie: 


Appears in Every Number of 


Grow 
y ( 
In order to secure the complete series of Mr. 


Raemaekers’ cartoons, leave a standing order 
with your newsdealer for PUCK 











Be _____ 





He had a dream and it shot hin! 


RIGHTENED—ragged—dirty—the boy stood. 


iu?” 


It was midnight and 


the doctor, waked up from sleep, demanded—“ But how did they shoot 

him?” The boy trembled—stuttered. ‘“‘He had a dream and it shot him.” 

Don’t you remember it—how that boy was Huck Finn—and how Tom 
Sawyer was shot—and Huck’s preposterous, terrified explanation? 


How it rolls back the years! How it carries you back to the 
day, when as a youngster you read and read Huckleberry Finn 
until you nearly died laughing. 

Have you read Huck Finn this year and realized its bigness 
—its philosophy—its sadness—all those things, which now to 

ou, become so mixed with the laughter of youth? For Mark 
wain was the most serious of all our writers—he was a great 
fighter for freedom, for liberty, for ideals. 


MARK TWAIN 


“He traveled always such a broad and brilliant highway with plumes flying 
and crowds following after”—and his death left nations weeping. 
larger sense he is not dead. 





BOY STORIES 


Get back the glamour of 
outh. Read once more of 
Tom Sawyer, the best-loved 
boy in the world; of Huck, 
that precious little rascal; of 
all the small folks and grown 
folks that made Mark Twain 
so dear to the hearts of all. 


HISTORY 


Read “Joan of Arc"’ if 
you would know Mark 
Twain in all his greatness— 
the most amazing story in 
the world—accurate as his- 
tory, spiritual in idea, beau- 
tiful in execution. 


ROMANCE 


Everything he wrote was 
touched with the golden 
freshness of youth and ro- 
mance whether in such 
books as ‘The Prince and 
The Pauper’—‘‘A Con- 
necticut ankee’’ or 
“Roughing It.” 


SHORT STORIES 


They are so many and so 
good. 


ESSAYS 


He could not see injustice 
without fighting it. The 
flame of his anger seared 
and burst forth in essays 
that will live forever. 


TRAVEL 


You have not seen the 
world until you see it 
through Mark Twain's wise 
and humorous eyes. 











25 VOLUMES 


But in a 
He lives forever in work more truly American 
than that of any other man. 


RUDYARD KIPLING, writing to the most 
important officials tn India, said: “I have seen 
Mark Twain this ;olden morning, have shaken 
his hand, and smoked a cigar—no, two cigars 
with him, and talked with him for more than 
two hours! Understand clearly that I do not 
despise you; indeed I don’t. I am only very 
sorry for you, from the Viceroy downward.” 

Perhaps you think you have read a good deal 
of Mark Twain. Are you sure? Have you read 
all the novels? All the short stories? All the 
brilliant fighting essays—all the history? 


. 7 

Why the Price Must be Raised 

To Mark Twain two things were precious above all 
others—one was a love for his wife—the other was a 
love of the people. At every side he was surrounded by 
tributes of honor, by joyous affection. In every corner 
of the world he was known and loved. And because of 
this it was his desire that his books be so made and sold 
at such a low price that every family could own a set. 

So this set of Mark Twain has been sold at a much 
lower price than would ordinarily be the case for a set of 
books of this character. But Mark Twain could not 
foresee that the price of ink, paper, binding—that BROTHERS 
everything that goes into the making of a set of Franklin Sq., N. ¥. 
books—was to go to heights undreamed of even Send 
two years ago. ft is impossible to continue the 
sale of this set of books at that low price. 
For a few weeks longer—until the present 
edition is taken up—this low price will lustrated, bound in hand- 
be in force, but on the next edition the some green cloth, stamped 
price must be higher. in gold, with untrimmed 


edges. If not satisfactory, I 
If you send the coupon at once you will return them at your ex- 


can have your set at the low price pense. Otherwise I will send you 
—but send the coupon at once. $2.00 within 5 days and $2.00 a 


month for 12 months, thus getting 
HARPER & the benefit of your half-price sale. 
BROTHERS | errr TTT TTL Ee 


HARPER & 


me, all 
charges prepaid, a 
set of Mark Twain's 
works in 25 volumes, il 


Puck 10-20-17 


1817-1917 SNS icega tase cedeenbeastrssoereue 
For our beautiful red half-leather edition, change the 
NEW YORK above terms to §2.50 cn delivery and $3 a mo. for 20 mos, 
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Mart Censor’s Crerk: “Now, I Wonpver 
Wuat I’m to Do ro Tuts Cutnese Letrer!” 

“We tt, I Cerrainty Woutp Cut Our Tuat 
Worp Tuat Looks Like a Parr oF CAVALRY 
BREECHES.” 


The Folks Back Home 


ALT SIMPSON has re-enlisted in the army 
of the unemployed. Walt wouldn’t wait 
to be drafted. 


ae \ 


Hugh Parker, our most popular mail-order 
tailored man, says the part of his new suit that 
arrived fits fine. He expects the coat and pants 
shortly. 


Zeke Cole’s wife sent to New York for one of 
those latest style party dresses to wear at her 
daughter’s weddin’ next month. She sure was 
tickled when she opened the envelope. 


According to Sam Crowder, at a recent ex 
amination his Dentist admitted that Sam had a 
perfect set of teeth—both of them. Sam’s 
specialty is makin’ an ear of corn look like a 
corkscrew. 

‘The widow Brown has sure had bad luck with 
husbands. Her first husband died at the break 
fast table; her second husband passed away at 
dinner recently. Mrs. Brown has invited Smiling 
Joe Pitney for supper next Friday nite. 


Slim Newman, our popular Beau Brummel, is 
breaking in a new pair of racy tan button shoes 
for the coming dance of the Women’s War Re 
lief Club. Slim’s great weakness is his love of 
the terpsichore. 


Lew King returned last Tuesday from a short 
stay in New York. Lew said he never went to 
bed in New York before 11 Pp. M. 
was a regular night prowler. 


Lew- always 


Doc Munson is havin’ a slow summer, Every 
body in these parts is disgustingly healthy this 
season. 


On Saturday last our home nine won its first 
game so far this season. The Wild Cats who 
were flivering over to play here got stalied at 
Castle Creek; the decision went to our team by 
default. Needless to say, the boys are greatly 
encouraged by the late victory. 


The Rule 


‘*What is the secret of your good health?” 
“T read all the articles on how to be healthy 
and then do all the ‘don’ts’.”’ 


Downright Mean 


ConTRACTOR: It didn’t cost me a cent to 
have that ditch dug. 

FRIEND: How was that? 

Contractor: I told all the boys in the 
neighborhood that they could dig a trench. 











The War-Gardener 


H, lady, once ’twas joy to stroll 
Beneath your fragrant bowers; 

And how I poured out all my soul 
In terms of lovely flowers; 

I said your eyes were pansy eyes, 
Your mouth was like the poppy, 

And in your cheek the warmth that lies 
Red roses loved to copy. 


But now your garden’s changed indeed, 
Gone all its floral beauty, 

You're planting different kind of seed, 
And doing war-time duty. 

How can I say your glowing cheek 
Is like the reddish raddish? . . . 

And of your onion breath to speak 
Would sound completely caddish. 


Can I compare those lips I see 
To very ripe tomatoes? 
Or say, sweetheart, you are to me 
More precious than potatoes? 
Romantic paths we may not stray 
Since beet and squash forbid it, 
And so I’m going far away 
To swat the Hun who did it! 
Ella Bentley Arthur 





“Orricer, IF THAT’s Mamie ASKIN’ FER ME 
Tew. Her I’M Not IN THE OFFICE.” 


The Truth, the Whole Truth 

“WV ouLb you,” asked the cross examining 
attorney, “believe the sworn testimony 
of this man?” 

“Certainly not,” answered the witness. 

“And why not?” 

“Because he hates to tell the truth. He 
always did. We were boys together, and I have 
seen him weep in school when the teacher made 
him admit that two and two were four. Once 
he was ill and described his symptoms so that 
the doctor prescribed for a sprained ankle, 
when the witness was actually suffering from 
a headache.” 


Alas! 


“Have you got anything for an old soldier 
ma’am?” 

“Have you ever been in action?” 

“Yes, ma’am; I was in the thickest of it.”’ 

“And were you hurt then or wounded?” 

“No, ma’am, but I was on the list of the 
missing.” 

Democratic 

“Getting much royalty from your book?” 

“No. There seems to be a ban on that kind 
of royalty also.” 




































Ow 
neducated Men 


Make Such Big Successes? 


You have wondered how men with almost no education 
have gone to the top, grown wealthy, made big successes. 
John D. McEwen of the Department of Public Works in New York City 
wondered too. He has found the answer-—He says: ‘‘It has been my puzzle 


to know why men with ordinary schooling are so successful financially. 
The Course in Personal Efficiency discloses the secret.’’ 








Tr 


The qualities that you lack you find through [Efficiency — the qualities 
that you have, you make the most of through Efficiency. And you can 
learn Efficiency, as you would learn any other subject through the Emerson 


Course in Personal Efficiency 


You can learn to apply to yourself—to your brain sole difference between the concern that goes to 
your health—your time thé wall after years of heart-rending struggl 
The same principles that enabled Von Moltke to and the one that succeeds in placing its product 

conquer France during the Franco-Prussian War in every nook and corner of the country. 


in the almost unbelievable period of seven weeks 

The principles that, applied to railways, in 
dustrial corporations, etc., have resulted in lower 
costs, higher profits, higher wages and nearly 
double the output. 

The principles that, applied to the United 
States Navy. have resulted in a tremendous in- 
crease in the marksmanship of our gunners 

Every success that the world has ever seen 
has had behind it one or more of the principles of 


Personal Efficiency is the difference be- 
tween success and failure; between wealth 
and poverty, power and weakness. It is the 
difference Ad ac the $10.00 a week clerk 
and the $10,000 a year salesman. And Har- 
rington Emerson is the man who has written 
this course to teach you. 

Harrington Emerson learned from practical 
experience what Personal Efficiency meant. The 














Efficiency. 

John Wanamaker, by the application of only 
one of these prince iples, has sold over five million 
dollars’ worth of goods to the American people 

One principle and one alone, that of Records, 
has been responsible for the success of the United 
Cigar Stores. Three hundred thousand Ford 
Motor cars were sold during 1915 as a result of 
following one of the principles laid down in the 
Emerson Course. Personal Efficiency marks the 


FREE—THIS BOOK 


14 Chapters in Colors; Illustrated 


Send for this book. It contains the answer to the ever- 
present question of ‘‘A Short Cut to Success."" Some 


of the chapters: What is Efficiency? For whom 
is Efficiency? How you are taught Effi- 
ciency, Are you ear-minded or eye-mind- 

ed? ind out what you are actually 

doing with your time. Most failures are 
due to guess-work. You use only half your 
power. To what do some men owe their 
success? Health culture. Personal finances. 
Mr. Emerson’s message to you. 


There is no standing still in life. 


quickest, easiest road to success. Send the coupon for 
information now—today. It costs you nothing and may 


be the biggest thing you ever did in your life 


REVIEW OF REVIEWS CQ. / 


30 Irving Place, New York 


If you're not going 
forward, you are going backward. If Efficiency doesn't 
grow on you, inefficiency will. This course will send you 
forward to your goal—it will put you on the shortest 


President of an Efficiency Company, who now 
directs work in big corporations, he has taught 
and trained young men who today hold highly 
paid positions. He thought Efficiency for fifty 
years, he taught it for torty years, for twenty 
years he slowly collected the data for this cours 

And through this course he has prepared, you 
can learn how to control your future, how to 
make success in spite of all conditions, how to y 


keep your health 
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of Reviews 
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9 Send me free and with 
Gf out obligation on my part 
4 o, your book, “A Short Cut to 
J . ~ 


Success Also particulars 
about your Course in Efficiency 
and “Story of Emerson 


Address 
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No, Tus Isn’t a Case oF Suicipe. A 
Super-PATRiot Merety ATTEMPTED TO 
Rise 1n A Soarpy Tus WHEN A STREET 
OrGAN STARTED THE NATIONAL ANTHEM. 






A Poor Maxim 


E sure you’re right, then go ahead” is one 

of our worst maxims. If we took that ad 
vice seriously, there would be no such thing as 
progress and the human race would quickly sink 
into a desuetudinous condition of nocuous inac- 
tivity. ; 

This is the reason. It is absolutely impossible 
to be sure you're right before going ahead. 
Even such universal occupations as eating and 
sleeping are shrouded in quantitative and quali- 
tative mystery, occasioning the most violent dis- 
agreements among doctors and other aspirants 
to sapiency. Not only is it impossible to find 


Just the Thing 
for Your 
Room or Desk 


Just the Right 
Size to Mount 
or Frame 


























A Handful of Fine Portraits—Think of It! 
80 in All—lIncluding All of 
the Leading Picture Players 



































i All who are interested in Motion Pictures will keenly enjoy and prize the possession out before going ahead whether you are right or 
if of a set of these eighty fine portraits. not; it is afmost as difficult after you’ve gone : 
i Prepared by the rotogravure process which is remarkable for the softness with ahead to be sure you were right. 
which it reproduces each shade and tone of the original photograph. The result is a | A much better maxim for the guidance of peo 
I set of really artistic-portraits. = | ple who want to be considered alive is: Keep 
ne , . ° ° ° | n a > > sho ac 1@ acw 
And think of it! Eighty of them! You are sure to find your favorite in the list. | moving. Figure out beforehand as well as you 
Thi f insta f viel , hiathhiual — ee | can which way you ought to go and then, if pos 
his set of art portraits is free with a year’s subscription to the Motion Picture sible, go ahead rather than back, but whatever 
Macazine or Motion Picrure Cuassic, the two great leading monthlies devoted to sendin, Gah ees 
H Motion Pictures. A single copy of either magazine will be sent free on request, and Fe a rn 
i this set of portraits with a year’s subscription to either on receipt of a year’s subscrip- 
i tion and 1Sc. extra for wrapping and mailing the portraits. on : ; : 
; : ‘ The Conductor’s Speed 
List of Portraits 
Jackie Saunders Jewell Hunt Owen Moore Louise Glaum Jane G Among the passengers on a trolley car was a 
Virginia Pearson Ailce Joyce Virginia Norden Fay Tincher Frances Nelson . i . : ad 
Ke nya Wittiame Peay iviand Theda Bara BI Me Burke Marguerite | Courtot drummer with but five minutes to get to the sta- 
| ng aggo ce rady essie Eyton ola ana u and : 4 ats H at ‘otti very fi ty » 
l Renry ©, Welthen Sesate Word y Werree Kerrigan ted Aitgen Genesio Kellerman tion to catch his train. Getting very fidgety, the 
i Charies Chaplin eo Edna Mayo Bever ayne Fri runette saleaman i ire f »¢ “tor: 
o. Beatriz Michelena Maric Dero” Helen Memes Francis X. Bushman Mary Fuller salesman inquired of the conductor: ¥ 
‘ Earle Williams Vivian Martin Clara Kimball Young Harold Lockwood Mary Miles Minter “Can’t you go any faster than this? 
| Frank Morgan Dustin Farnum Lillian Gish Mme. Petrova am White er... 9) 38 “ 
it Huntley Gordon Myrtle Stedman Mabel Normand Valli Valli Ormi Hewiey Yes,” said the conductor, “but I have to : 
Anita Stewart enore Ulrich Dorothy Gish Mrs. Sidacy Drew cone Au ugust | stay witl Diet Se ' 
Lilllan Walker dna Goodrich Bessie Barriscale Panes Drew Kitty Gor | Stay with my Car. 
Leah Baird Mary Pickford Norma Talmadge Ethel tayten Mae Murray / 
Dorothy Kell Marguerite Clark Douglas Fairbanks Gare Blackwell Blanche Sweet 
Lucilie Lee Stewart Pauline Frederick Mae Busch ing Anita King 
ess nova John Barrymore William §&. Hart Muriel Oat che Wallace Reld Un to Him : 
ese pictures are not for sale, Subjects not mentioned in the list cannot be 4 I 
a wand the set can be obtained only by subscribing for the Magazine or Classic. ¢ d - 
oe | She had just uttered the fateful “yes. : 
3 j Subscription prices are as follows: ‘ “Do you think, dearie,”” he went on, “that 
' Magazine Classic Magazine & Classic. Pd you can manage with my salary of $20 a week?” 
if United States $1.50 $2.00 $3.00 “T’ll try, Tom,” replied the girl. “But what 
‘ MET... ¢cicccc., Sa 2.30 3.60 will you do?” 
ae are ee 2.50 3.00 5.00 
To order just fill out the attached coupon and mail with Bostonian Impression 
remittance. BE SURE TO ADD lic. EXTRA FOR ° . aan ; 
POSTAGE AND MAILING. ¢ | Mr. Backsay (after the Christmas entertain- 
4 RK ts . a | ment): Well, son, what did you think of Santa 
# SS go SF al | Claus? 
CO ee ie 7 - ta 
\ M. P. PUBLISHING Co. o oo LP x eg ; LittLE EMERSON (aged five): Had he elimi- 
| 175 Duffield Street (BROOKLYN, N. Y. Od . nated the lower facial camouflage, Father, | 
® . . . 
think his resemblance to General Joffre would 
have been most striking! 
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The Cleverest, Catchiest—Pertinent (an 


Impertinent) Pictures Published 
Are Taken 
from _— 





INCE good work was their passport to publication in the maga- 
zine, it follows that these pictures are from the best and 
snappiest artists known to fame or its opposite. ‘They are 


Witty Pretty Timely 


;ach one shows an original and amusing interpretation of some phrase that is 
on everybody’s lips. ‘These are pictures that keep your sense of humor in a 
working condition, in spite of grievous times. Don’t neglect these first aids to 
smiles, chuckles and laughs, but get enough of these pictures to keep | you perma- 
nently ina good humor. Pictures average 9x12 inches all in full colors. 


25 CENTS EACH POSTPAID 

















No. 54—"T’earl in the No. 61 ‘Lots of Pep No, 55—"'Take It from Me" 
Vo. 64 —"Grape Shot” Oyster" 


Four of the Very Latest Pictures by 


Harrison Fisher | 


Harrison Fisher has made American 
girls famous the world over. 

me ever doubted their charm and 
cleverness, but it took Mr. Fisher's 
Ciscerning eye to see that the New 
World has produced a type of 
woman with the characteristic ‘‘look 
of race"’, whether she is in ballroom 
or canoe, in evening dress or khaki 
Ric h in their colo ring, these pit 
tures as posters or: framed have 
unsurpassed decorative value. 


All of the latest Fisher Pictures 
can be obtained from us. Size 
11x14 inches in full colors. 


20 CENTS EACH 


No. 136—-"I'm keady" Vo. 13%— ‘Reflection Postpaid Vo. 134 1 Ripening Bud 


“Girls of the Allied Nations” 
PENRHYN STANLAWS’ 
Latest, Best and Most Popular Pictures 


Mr. Stanlaws has lived in several lands and knows the people of many more, thu 
making his “Girls of the Allied Nations” absolutely typical of their race and 
country. The se are pictures as much for the future as for the present, for while they 
appeal through loyalty and patriotism now, later they will have a historical valu 


















































Begin now to collect this unusually timely and handsome series a 





new subject issued each month. Size 11x14 inches in full colors 
Ra ak Teens 20 CENTS EACH POSTPAID yo num tte Damad tam 
We guarantee all deliveries in perfect condition. If outside Illustrated Catalog of over 200 pictures by 
of the United States, please send ten cents for registration. Famous Artists—sent on receipt of postage. 


Cosmopolitan Print Department, Dept. P., 119 W. 40th Street, New York 










































the plain duty 


of every 
American 


































° 
 betrte Duty, as an American LN 
+ citizen, is plain, definite and ~ 
imperative.: 


Your sons and your neighbors’ sons are going abroad to 
fight for their country, their flag, their homes— and for You. 
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They cannot fight without food, shoes, clothes, bread 
and bullets. 
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The Government looks to you for the money to buy 
| these things. Your Duty is to lend—not give—this money. 


| It is more than Duty—more than patriotism 
| —it is a privilege to buy Liberty Bonds. 


The money you pay for them will help win the war— 
help keep our soldiers fed, clothed, armed and protected 
—help keep your country safe and drive 
Kaiserism out of the world forever! 








The.United States Government guarantees to 
pay your money back. It pays you interest 
on your money, semi-annually. 










You can buy Liberty Bonds at any bank. 
You can buy them on the partial payment | 
plan if you wish. Buy all you can. 
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Liberty Loan Committee 


Second Federal Reserve District ¢ 


120 Broadway, New York 







This Space Donated to the Liberty Loan Committee by Puck 











